SOME LETTERS OF
up toward your amorous lips — in other words that you have no end of a cinch on Apollo and are as much one of Venus's cosseted darlings as you bade fair to be when I left you. Please keep me informed concerning the various stages of
your nearness to ------'s soul.   I presume you
realize what sort of a risk you run, and in view of our talk about direct and indirect passion it would be supererogatory for me to hint at my firm conviction that the young lady in question is deeply conversant with the fact that a straight line is the shortest distance between two points, and that if you propose to work out any little problems in spiritual geometry with her, you will have to accept the theorem.
All my plans of work have crumbled away; I simply lie and cumber the earth, outrageously contented. I feel myself drifting toward the damnable heresy that the unlit lamp and the ungirt loin1 have their advantages. Can't you throw me a rope in the shape of a lyric idea? I should not know what to do with it, but it would comfort me.
Beseechingly,
W. V. M.
1 "And the sin I impute to each frustrate ghost Is — the unlit lamp and the ungirt loin."
BROWNING: " The Statue and the Bust." 18hat?*'
